CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

Unexpectedly, just at the moment when I had given up hope, I
received one morning a letter bearing the imprint of the British War
Office. Here it is:

Sir,

I am commanded by the Army Council to convey to you a
most cordial invitation to act as French Official Eye-Witness at
General Headquarters of the British Field Force, which has now
arrived in France.

I am to inform you that, in the event of your accepting this
invitation, our Military Attache in Paris, Lieutenant-Colonel
the Hon. W. Fraser, has been instructed to make all the
necessary arrangements for your reception with the Com-
mander-in-Chief.

Finally I am to say that the Army Council fully appreciates
the great service which a writer of your distinguished attain-
ment and profound knowledge of the British character could
render in maintaining these happy relations which have so
long existed between the French people and the British soldiers,
and to which your own writing has so largely contributed.

I hope you will find it possible to honour us by accepting our
invitation.

I am, Sir, your obedient servant,

H. J. GREEDY
Permanent Under-Secretary for War

It is easy to understand that this letter gave me great pleasure.
Not only did I appreciate its warmth and its friendly tone, but I
saw in it my salvation and the possibility of following the war
despite my age. I rushed to show it to General Chardigny and to
Andre Morize, who both advised me to accept. They saw very
clearly that at the Commissariat of Information I was- in a blind
alley and quite useless. I called upon Colonel Fraser, the English
military Attache, and he told me that the British General Head-
quarters was located at Arras, that I was expected there and that I
should ask for Colonel Reynolds. My wife, who was now my
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